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Cnvsral Clnnr
$7e oro, Tt-rtiv otn, Hn nIn
'l'hey

ntrlly rapcd me
Hc ltxrkcd upon nly bctutilul dark skin
me

Which he clisgraced

Antl physically dcgmdcd ruc.
Hc lirrcctl nre kr ulundon rny culturc and lilc
He nrcnlally rupe d tttc
Thcy lookctl ul)(nl rny bcrutil'ul dark skin
Which thcy disgraccd
i\nd picrcc'tl rny dark skin with lvhips
That cut tlecp into rtty soul like a knitc.
They rncntally rapcd ruc

Ic kxrkecl upon my dark skin. rrry dark skin
My dark skin
Which he disgraccd.
I

Wc did. Thcy did. tlc did.

r'r',,ll'i

,IIIT{tiNl'o
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Erns VaN SoN
PRISON LOVE

i took the media nrarch with

a

city cop and wore my cufli so proud. like old and honest

wedding bands.

like sterling silver olsen twins wrapped around my guilty hands. and he just can't stop
telling nre how they'll all chew me piece by piece with their smooth microphone beaks
till i learn to love the cameras and cold counroonr seats.
but prison's where

i'll fall in love.

parole is how they'll break my hean.
cocaine fed malnourished eYes
so they could watch me bathe in h<lt crimes.

him strung up sweet," cries the picket line's one lnouth.
"we're gonna drag his body through the streets until we see justice run out"' and when
the victim takes the stan<J, well-rehearsed and casket tanned, i'll feel that courage start to
melt like mascara scared as hell. we watch the prosecution dance the victory shuftle.
and when they shake each other's hands and make greedy weekend plans, i'll paint my
lif'e out on the walls of an eight by eight fbot cell shared by an empty man that tastes
like trouble.
i swear she swtlre shc'd never tell.

',allelujiah! we wanna

'cause every word

see

i hear her say cuts close like barbed wire lingerie'

and all the tieckles on rny t'ace are switching sides and changing place
till she won't recognize death.
prison's where

i fell in love.

parole is how thcy broke mY heart.

probation kept the cameras on
so my loss of pride was televised.
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Enrc Szswczvr
INsrcNrrrcANT INrRustoNs

The world is vast...
in tirne and space, kind and place;
It is easy to look past what stares in our face
We search beyond what we possess.
even overlooking thc most amazing treasures.
We go to all measures to seek more intense pleasures
that

will distract

us from our bleak realities.

Insignilicant intrusions of detrimental delusion
capture our cortex in an utler state of confusion.
Dilute your 5elt'-pl6claimed substantialities
and sharpen your naturally given abilities.
Susceptibility to your unique and individual kryptonite
could transfbnn your personality and alter your life.
Life...rneaningless without death;
Possession...pointless without thefi;
Resuscitate my shriveled lungs fbr I was leti in a breathless state.

Devoid of sane thought processes so I crazily contemplate.
Does a revelation beckon and tease?
Can you ask politely without saying please?

Sacrillcial lambs to appease the gods above.
Something superficial such as the thought of love.
It use to be real, but now I f'eel contradiction.
My award-winning documentary has become a work of fiction.
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ANonBw BnuNroN
LovB LBrrsn ro rHE UPsretns EotroR
Plcase let me in
to the pages ol' your
nragazlne.
Regards,
tne pen.

PS. I know you in your top floor otlice

like a magistrate
guarding prccious subjects in vaults below liorn
nrv ink aritl cven vout'own hired hands. Although I
miy be down on i low tlurr' I am still not abovc tlattery in the rcxrms
ol'your basement cafi. And, anyway, I'tn sure you re a great poet ln your
own right.
Couldn"t wc meet. about hallway up, and share idcas about art? Or at least
thc art of publishing feclings'l Please respond when you are able'

-t:,

.*l

Bn,tlt Huttt':n
"GnrrN-t' Mt,-lton tntl'
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Loru DessecH
Ot{ Mv 4oTH Btnrnoev

I have learned to hate
stuffed grape leaves and baklava, too.
God only knows

I never leamed to make them right.
I preferred to buy the canned kind
or the ones on a bakery tray

I could put pen to paper.
How did I know it was a monal sin
not to spend all day rolling the leaves
and all night warching them simmer in
so

a pot

on the stovetop?

I should

have been stoned to death

for serving my guests
store-bought baklava.

The heavy syrup still tastes like vinegar

bring me a plate of pldtanos insteadthe green and the yellow kind as well
so

fried in olive oil.
Comfort me with flan and arroz con dulce.
When I scream it's iAy Dios mio, ayfdame!
And six sisters come running

from Santo Domingo, San Juan, Guadalajara,
Bogotd and even Brooklyn and the Bronx
while the mother hangs her hatted head
and inones, Ay qud cuerpecito lindo, qud pelo suave.
And the brother holds my arm

I don't fall on the ice
in front of the tienda
so

on the day

of

la llegada de los Reyes Magos.

https://fisherpub.sjf.edu/angle/vol2006/iss3/16
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The Magi canre bearing gitis
and thc hat-wearing mothcr
whosc pot of rice and beans
is an otfbring unto itsclf

conlcs out ol'the kitchen at our approach
and smiles at thc six sisters who know
that the leaf-rolling, baklava-baking

Arab Martha Str.'wan y algo ntiis
would have lct mc slip and lall.

Thc brother tells nrc
to kccp tln serving la comida hecha,
his tiozen hand locked itr a testamcnt

with mrnc-his cinnarnon to nty conl'cctioner's sugar.

Ayayay...
Arab wornen bearing pots o[ grape leaves
and trays ol' baklava
are lhr, Iar worse
than Grceks bearing gifis.
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VRssnNn PRRspurstNH
Iusr Crosn Youn Evns
"Lct's go cat," Maggic says whctr we get inlo thc c:lr.
.krhnnv grabs a bccr out likc belirrc. hc ehuss it ltnd I sttatch it l'ront hitn again. This is
his scao"nd beer. which tleatns lhcrc arc liruitttot,.'bolllt's ltrr him to grah it whcn l'nr
not looking. 'Are you stupid. Noy l" I ask. using his Laotian name to e mpllasizc how
serirrtrs I lin. Hc shrugt airtl stlrtl drivirrg. I ha'nd Mrrggic lhc hccr: she gl:rdly ireccpts.
-"Yo. cops irp
A littlc wty clown the ltrect. thcrr''s u roril hktek al.l si'icral policc cars.
ahead," I say.
Wc hide thc beer as Johnny slows down ancl looks up at tlrc cop outsitlc ol'thc drivcr
window. He towcrs rxcr thc car. and has to berid down to'qet a g(x)d ltxlk into thc
inside. The light ltonr thc road llarcs f'lickcr lronr hehind him, illurnirrirtirrg his largc
ligurc. "Whcre trc you gr.rys conring l'rrrn ?" thc olliccr asks.

scnt

"Bowling." Johnny replies.

"Vru

becn drinkirrg

sketehing rrur

lnvthing krtti[ltt l" hc asks. kxrking itrlo lltc eur. Hc lttrrks :tl us.
thcn relurns his irttcntiorr t() Jolr|lry ngitin. I nrovc

licci int6 hisincrnt-rry.

my lcg ancl covcr thc srx pack.
Thc liuhts liom the c()n elrs ulare into trtv cvcs and I close thcm, turning rlly l:tcc
rowarJs thc e()p irt thc (lrivL-r''i <ioor'. He'i htilcling a llashlight in his hari?ls 6Lrt it isn't
on. Thc othcr''cops, that rrc standing hy thcir car-:. watch u's intcntly. wiriting lirr a
sir:nal. irnylhinu thirt rrright l(xrk thr!:ulL:ring. Thc strcct is trirrc. and il it hatihccn our'
inicnti()n- we cirtrld easilv snccd oll.

"No, sir," Johnny rcplics.

Aticr

a

while, the otlicer lets us go.

"Oh shit, I can not bclicvc that just huppcned." Mlggic bursl out. Hcr sigh cchtts fronl
thc back rc (hc front. "l tlrouglit we w.ire in troubli'lir I scet)nd."
"Y(ru!" Johnny says. "l was thc onc wlro had to talk to hinr. I was praying tltat hc
didn't snrcll the alcohol on rlv brcalh."

"l'rn.just glad hc ctidn't nl:rkc us lrel out ol thc car or sotne(hing," I put in. "You sccn all
11.rs1n g1rps.' Why wcre lhey all lherr"l"

"l)ulr, Vassanl. it's Labor Day weekcnd. Thcy're nraking srfe no or]c is drinking
tlriving," Maggic rcplics. "Likc Johnny."

and

Wc cross ovef the bridse near Lvell Avcnuc whcrc wc stop at a rcd light. We are at thc
corncr of St. Paul- iust-rkrwn thi road liomwhcrcall theclubs are loCated. In liont ol'
us is a red tow truik with a man insiclc. and to our ri-uht is a led pick-up truck. Thctc arc
two peoplc inside, but I can only make ou( the man in the driver scat.

Wc'rc l:rtruhinc ir lhc crr'. slill iokin{:rr()und abr)ut the eops lhitt ltud rlottDc'tl u: clrliel.
wlrr,'n wc iicrr'-l rnokrrcye:lc rcivingit: cnginc. Thc s,,trnd is tiist:tnt ilt lillt. hul rts il gcts
Iouder, I turn to nry right. I havc alwayr had a llscinltion with
rnoturcycles. espccially thc sl)olty ottcs. I can see the motot'cyclc belirrc it pa.sscs our
palltt ai:tirrtt lhc
car. ani rnv hcart rnc,.xlt un. "Oh mv Grttl." IwhisDer. nrt'ssintl my 'c
slass win,li'\r. "Hc's nol euinI t,r sl,ip in tirne. y()u guyi-" Th.: hilic raslrc'i into brrck of
ihc rcd pick-Lrp tluck. tucl infpcr'le cily undcr rIc hrirripcr. I tnovu'nty hcld b:rck and
lbrth liorn nry c,rLrsin to the irln rrn lhc'road. My rrrrttith rltov!'s bctolc I have linre trr
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d(). .'oh nry God! Johnny, pull ovcf. we ltave to help himl call tht
lo call thc police." I rush out lhL'car. my shaKlng nlnds.
irolic.' sotne,rnc: wc got
-l
pace buck and ftrrth. my breath comlllg ln shofl gil\ps l l(xlli
c'ovcring tny trrottth.
siable
to hold onto, sonrcwhere to go where I ciln nlde ltnu cowcl'
around Tor ionrcthins
like a child.
nr0c(,ss what t()

Maucic conres ()ut. quickly pouring out the beer and tossing thc bottle into thc car. Shc
i.f,i'..-Titr. ,tlti,r in.i itantts't'v my side. I st*n to move.towards the trikcr end Maggic
stopr nre. "No. Vassana. don't go. I don't think I can handlc thls' I clln t walcn'
Maguie should be rhe rougher one of us, but here she is. scared. "Go into.thc car. Mags."
iust sit ir)
ih; nLlnainci gave hcr. "tf you rl,n't think yru c.n handle this,
i
(ne
nlNer.
[o
closr'r
",;:y:;ri;,1
I
walK
gets
r
and
thr'c
into
it."
Shc
ahout
thc Lirr lnd don't think
"There's been an accident at the corner ol'St. Paul and....." My cousin's voict' latlcs away
as I hear anotlrer molorcyclc. I turn and a man runs olf his bike' dashing past nle'

"Pcdro!" he yclls. "Cet up, Pedro!"
Nothing.

..wait. there's a nran hcre that knows the victirn." thc man fronl the.low tfuck says t(.)
lh!
"Just slily rlght
9|| oneftrtor. Turning t() lhe molorcyclist. thc tow truckcr talkS t() him.
Thr-'firtr
h;';. l;k;ii Thcre's fi.lice coming dnd they'rc g.ing to nL'ed t() talk to you"'
head'
liicnd's
his
fal[en
around
ntancivers'hisbike
:frii
;"ri;-hi;'ffi'ilv;le
riJti'l"i"i"ul"Orilr.iv,
*iiiotttii tlown !" The man fiotl thc tow truck starts shouting
thc man's li,.:ensi plate numher.

ili;til'"it

"No, hc's not ntoving," Johnny says, lurning away liotn the ntan'
Thc bodv twitchcs. That's when I notice the oil quickly spilling fiorn th"- wrcckagc. I
don't knirw il il bclongs t() the motorcycle or lhc truck. "Johnny. hts body ls Lwltcnlng
and thcrc's oil leaking-lrorn sotnewhcre Shouldn't we move hlm or somethlng i

"No, don't movc hitn," the tow tl'uckcr says. "He could have broken bones"
I tower ovcr the nran. Hc's gcX a helmct on with the lid pushed |P. .There's .r thin line trf
blorrd strcatrtinI drtwn lrolnitbtrvt'his brow. His cycs are closcd His bod] ls stlll
twirclrinc. but i-usr likc lhat. it stops moving. I takL'a step hack. "Oh my Uod 'l
rhink... Iihink:.. His botly just stopped moving "
.'Thc oolicc are coming soon," Jolrnny int'ornrs us. "Tell Maggic to Inove thL'car.'' I lcll
Magr,ic ttr r ovc thc cai and so she palks il across thc strcct in an L'mp1y parKlng l()t )nc
golfrLis over and stcnds next to nlc. Johnny turns to nle and speaKs ln Laotlall'

I tu[n ttl Maqgie antl whispcr t0 her. Thc cops are alrcady strearning in likc a swarnl ol'
hees. Cop, ifrhulance. co'p...lt heconrcs a hlur. "Jolrnny says t0 tcll you that you dK)ve
tonight arid not. hinl." She nods.
A Caucasian ofliccr comes ovcr atrtl asks Johnny some qucstions. Name' Birthday'
naaietr. Nuntber. Statentcnt. He turns to Malgic and atternpts to do the s me'

..whv do vou nccd my address ?" shc asks. "ll'I givc you Iny statcln€nt why do you nccd
rrrv itO'ii* intl numh"erl It rttakcs r)o sensc." I lbrce-mysclf not k) llugh
Later, thc same otl'icer comcs back. "Do you want me to call your tather so that he
knows where you arc?" he asks Maggic.

The thoulrht 0l calling ()ur p rcnts struck nrc hard. I think ahout wh:lt ttry ntom would
sav and hirw shc woul-d reirc.t. I kn'w she'r, going t. yell at tnc li)r.cotnltlg out wrth
Johnny t.night. She has nevcr liked hirn. and tonight just pr()vL's that tt w.ls sttlptdtty oll
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rny part tbr leaving with

hinr. My

rrrom should bc at hornc right now, slceping..

.

The same way I should be, but I can't.

I oocn nrv cvcs bv slow deerccs. Mv hcart raccs, the bcat nounding-l in mv ears. My
ari stlrtinu to coat fith swcai as I tlnallv open un riv eves. saw ihc man Pcdrtt
iowcring oucr nri hcd. His hands were reachirig riut to'rne.-atGmpting to pull rnc in. I
throw thie c()vcrs over my head and shut nry eye-s. I didn't want t6 hc pulli'd into whcrc
he is. Wherever he is now, I don't want to bc a paft ol'it. I pull the covers down and
once more, I open my eyes. He's gonc now. dcad, so thcrc was no chance of hint hurting
me , bur rhc th(;ur:ht siill-Dlatucs mi. An illusion--but was it really J After lilc', n() one
knows tbr sure r.ihere thri ro'aci can lead. Perhaps what I saw was-real.
oalins

I givc intrl t'ear and go into nly molher's nxrm. I lay in her bed and she gives nte l hug.
use to d() when I was youngcr. infialing hcr sccit.

"l'can't sleep." I ctil in her tied likc I

"Whcn I wts vour agc back in Laos, I sccn a lot of people die," she tells me. "People
like vou and ric. anil cvcrr soldicrs. I've seen them all die. Alter a while. it iusl driesn't
atlbci you anymore. Dying is a part of lil'e that we're never going to understand. wr' just
have t0 accept it."

"l

know...But he was just layin_u thcre, Morn."

"You'll

be betler in the morning," she assures

nre,'just close your

ql

eyes."

iirirr

l+r
.l\li

t'
:{'.,:f
Lrs.,r Bno*rz "Xr
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Anr Gnllenv
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Anr Gnlunv

PuorocnnpH "Mourrru RoucE"

IL

CoMpurER ANTMATToN

"STBLT

ASTEL - I URNI

KnrHv Pvz x
r

ILY

NG RrvALRy"

CASEY VANDERWALL
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Anr Gnlunv

LIC PAINTING

OUCHDOWN
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STBpHBN C.

McINrvnB

Bnlow AvnnacnJacr
An empty bottle lies
tipped clear gin spills on the coat of the bitch who left the bantool beside me
and her tongue in my mouth - cigarettes and wine.
She's a beauty or I'm too drunk
and can't renrember her name
so I call her baby.
Blue eyes, brown hair

-

-

a disposition that could get me in trouble.

I'm thinking backwards

-

straight to the bedroom.
Another instance of being myself.
another bottle
another baptisnr
another cheap fuck

-

bending thoughts away from
the cold streets.

The bartender leans over and tells me stories about the woman

-

she's bad news,
he says.

Beat it while you can.
But it's loo late for the back door
she emerges

fiom shadows

-

-

pool tables drunks in booths who barely move their eyes as she passes.
Maybe we had another drink maybe my hand went up her skirl finding nothing no silk or lace no happy ending tonight.
No number to call back,
no warm embrace to replace the bottle,
no words of comfbn like I love you,
I miss you when you're gone,

just harder,
faster,

until we tinish.
She's the same as the rest

-

beautiful.
easy,

-

ugly before and after
but tho:te few monrents when the liquid
drains reality and I still
haven't cleaned these sheets.

t5
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EnrN DoRNBv
THrs rs Loss

t.

with it every night. Her bear. Mr. B. Ratty, legs torn. Bleeding stuffing from
his side. Stains fiom sloppy dinners. It never leaves her side. Short f'at fingers clutching
to the one thing smaller than herself.

She sleeps

Her pink baby book. My Baby's Diary. December 1999. her mother writes. Mr. B is
gone and my baby will not smile.

II.

The sky matches her black dress. The black clouds billow like her veil. Over tields of
polished stones. Engraved crescents rising over fertile grass. Over hills' she marches. A
short procession of one, two, three. Siblings. Two brothers dressed in suits. She remembers when they used to ref'use to dress up fbr church. Today their mother did not force
them into ties and shiny shoes. She couldn't. she was not there'

tIt.

she sleeps with lights on. since he left. screaming into pillows that still smell like his
hair. Dented plaster above her bed. Residue of bitter nights alone. She found one of his
razors in the shower. Slurnped, staring for hours before rising from freezing water. To
throw it away. It's not you, it's me, he said. But now every night she asks her mirror
what the hell is wrong with her.

t6
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KBnnv MBecHBn
FnB-prr UN-snrRAvaL
dangled above

flaming fire-pit below

still not uttering a sound
as they lower the rope

"Tell us what she said"
the ugly monkey growls
"Or be burnt at the stake"
she spits out with a hiss

"Never" yells the dangler
"Never will I betray a friend"
"Oh yes you will"
the mangy giraffe cackles
"You've done it bcfore,
"You can do it again"

"No I haven't!"
yelled the dangler
getting hotter now, though not from the fire
"I have yet to betray a friend"
the conc€pt of never
was lost on the gruesome two
and the dangler was dropped

into the fiery blaze
the little beer cub

sitting up in the tree
began to we€p
at the sizzling scene
for it was her words, her thoughts
the dangler wouldn't share
her friendship
the dangler wouldnt betray
the linle bear cub
sworc an oath to stay
she would stay until she had revenged
the friend who had been killed that dav

17
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MrcHeBr Rntrrv
Valentine's Day is a tradition,

A day of f'estivities,
In which we celebrate
The one we love and share feelings with'

It

is a joyful daY

In which people give flowers,
And gitis to their significant other,
And spend time with them
Under the Ineteor showers.
This holiday represents
Romance
Passion

Desire

Love
This holiday represents the
Drive in all hulnans,
To find a person
That they feel comPlete with'
However not everyone gets to
Celebrate this day as others do.
They are like me,

And instead have
Nothing to celebrate at all.
We are the peoPle
Whose Valentine's daYs

Are filled with
Grief
Agony
Pain

Sorrow
Depression
and Loneliness.

r8
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We wish for the day

That our dreams come true
That are hearts are filled with joy,

And that our lives could be complete
With someone to hold on.
To talk to.
And to share our lives with.
Even for a split second
We wish to hold our swerthearts

In our arms,
And protect them from all evil.
But no matter how much we walk through life,

And how many people we surround ourselves with,
We always feel like we are alone.
Because the partner in our lives is missing,
And this gaping hole is impossible to fill.
To all of those who are with their soul mates,

Or are in a relationship.
Be thankful that you have someone,
On this dav of love and romance.
And,
Please.

Cherish this day.

By spending time with your significant other,
At least for our sake.
Because our day

will

be a miserable one,

And we will walk that lonelv road...

Yet again.
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MBcHeN Pnlcnano
SuowBn IN THE Denr
Soft bristles misplaced
I hope you grab that Bic.
Rip your pretty gums,
Molars and fiont teeth.

It's that black blood.
The kind you lclve and you hate,
The kind that comes
Unannounced.

Pouring out

With skin still while and green.

I take my time
Peeling ofT the skin
Where your hands have slept.

Limp and serene.
Thc bathroonr drains are overflowing
The sewage is on the rise.

Like tide that loves the shore
Like waves that hate horizon lines.
And my bare feet start screamin'
For a clean hose and clean nrind.
But baby you keep coming.

A bar of dirty soap
That keeps me fiom getting clean.
How I wish I were underwater.
In a stream of heat and steam.
With your fingers wrapped around me.
The sharpest blade
The reddest clean.
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Eurrv RvaN
TUB DUNBs
lt

was a beautiful hot day.
I had taken my bike for a ride across the dunes,
finally resting where I could go no further.
The beach there was bright white

9fi) miles from your smile, I

needed to write you.

Not exactly.

It was a beautiful breezy day.
I biked across the dunes for miles
until I reached the end, and rested on the

sand.

The sky was without a cloud
I took out my journal to talk to you.
Not exactly.

It was a beautiful summer

day.

Sweating and tired on the dunes, I biked for miles,
to where the land met water, and I had no choice but to rest.
The ocean was calm
I needed you there with me.
Not exactly.

It was a beautiful [,ong Island day.
Pedaling over the dunes, I was lost in silent sand,
only to be found at the top of paradise.
The world I knew dissolved
Except for you.
Not exactly.

It was years ago on a beautiful day.
I set out to see the sights among the dunes,
and found the perfect life; gritty, salty and warm.
The waves took over me
I will find you again in paradise.
Not exactly.

It

was our first love

We pedaled along young and wonderful,
over the dunes and under the sun.
To where we could go no further and the ocean divided our ways.
Do you look for me in paradise?

2l
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Toru CoruNc
HopBlPnnvBn
I. Hope
Bcyond his eyes a worldly cast is broke.
Fullills the wounded half lefl out of book.
Lest birds and roads chime daily knolls'

Or Father Tinre intclne the knolls,
Hc sleeps away a t'ast impending yoke.
Awake he tinds a cold and blackened roont.
Runs naked hands across the airy dooln.
Trips over his chair. reurentbers it there
Runs hands along walls, makes light and recalls
Just the path to tind his writer's lootn.

But what of stars-the nails who keep the rool,
The Earth-admonishlncnt for seeking truth.

moon- a tiiend and advice giver.
The sea- a joke of man's endeavor.
The

Who hints the promise of a fluid noose.

And with cach stroke the words begin to pile.
Thoughts classified. recorded. stamped and liled.
what do they serve in this collide'l
He nor they can strong decide

tf the ticks tbr rcst or sticks of pyre.
Righrly they begin to get conf'used
The shy madness inside each day accrues.
They pray for fbotholds in some others' poems,
And keep to the places they're told are their homes
Laughing. as those who see and know all ofien do.

"Oh, come now children, you will have your time,
But now it's best to know your place assigned,
Thank for your part upon mY stage
The holy words on my holY Page,
Keep that the stitch knows not the quilt's design'
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ll. Prlycr
Closc lhc cycs. lcvcc blcak.
Oh Lord. to oncc.iust lall awtkc.
Iror lirrcvcr', lirr a day, hclt'

Thc planctary lyrc play.
To lind one Inctaphor rcceivcd
SoLrl cnhanccd. lrorly relievcd.

Firr lirrcvcr. lirr

l

tluy

Lord, plcirsc. say you
What you have to say.

KAll

rY PYZrK

"S,r<:nlo I ltl,r.H'r' (l,r'r'r rr,rrr{Ar., PARIS"
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TntcIR M. MnpBs
Laucs
love and to live
One must learn to laugh at lil'e

T<r

At all of one's flnished failures
That are tighting to liay the tuture
Begin a stan sweeter than the sour
Sound oi the screaming cease of sight

And beat the bincr betraYal that
Beckons on to the better beam of light

Living lif'e without laughing a little
Leaves lif'e weak and limP

And wearry to the waters o[ the willow
Which watch the lit'e that's worthwhile
But instead invite the infected Ivy
That engulfs the integrity and indulges virtue
Where dead dreams destroY destinY
And the desire to deenl dignity

Which kills the kindness that
Conquers kindred sPirits
But heightened hues of honestY
Highlight happiness and laughter

And rise revitalized reasons
To realize one's renewal
This knowing of nothing notes the
Needing fbr knowing sonrething
But tattered times tell tales of
Totaled dreams and tired laughter
So tbrget the f-atal tbe that is failure
And fight for the fresh tieedorn of laughter

And learn to live life
Just by laughing a little
24
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Submission Guidelines
must be sent to angle@sjfc.edu.
writing
submissions
-All
-We ask you to please paste your work into the email. We no longer accept
attachments.
-Please include your name, address, phone number, and the title(s) of the piece(s)
submitted,
-Art can be submitted inJPEG, photograph, photocopy or actud form.
-All submissions are judged

The Next Angte Deadline is March zoth

Published by Fisher Digital Publications, 2006

31

